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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. 23 

" And all that day I read in school, 
But my thought was otherwhere ; 

As soon as the midday task was done, 
In secret I was there : 

And a mighty wind had swept the leaves, 
And still the corse was hare ! 

*' Then down I cast me on my face, 

And first hegan to weep^ 
For I knew my secret then was on» 

That earth refused to keep i 
Or land or sea, though he should be 

Ten thousand fathoms deep. 

" So wills the fierce avenging sprite, 

Till blood for blood atones I 
Ay, though he' s buried in a cave. 

And trodden down with stones, 
And years have rotted off his flesh, — 

The world shall see his bones ! 

** God ! that horrid, horrid dream 

Besets me now awake ! 
Again — again, with dizzy brain. 

The human life I take ; 
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And my red right hand grows raging hot, 
Like Cranmer^s at the stake. 

" And still no peace for the restless clay 

Will wave or mould allow ; 
The horrid thing pursues my soul, — 

It stands before me now I '' 
The fearful boy looked up, and saw 

Huge drops upon his brow. 

That very night, while gentle sleep 

The urchin eyelids kissed. 
Two stem-faced men set out from Lynn, 

Through the cold and heavy mist ; 
And Eugene Aram walked between, 

With gyves upon his wrist. 
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THE ELM-TREE. 25 



THE EliM-TBEE: 

A DREAM IN THE WOODS. 

" And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues in trees." — As Ton Like It. 

PART I. 

WAS in a shady avenue, 




Where lofty elms abound ; 
And from a tree 
There came to me 
A sad and solemn sound, 
That sometimes murmured overhead. 
And sometimes underground. 

Amongst the leaves it seemed to sigh, 
Amid the boughs to moan ; 

It muttered in the stem, and then 
The roots took up the tone ; 

As if beneath the dewy grass 
The dead began to groan. 

No breeze there was to stir the leaves ; 
No bolts that tempests launch, 
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To rend the trunk or rugged bark ; 

No gale to bend the branch ; 
No quake of earth to heave the roots, 

That stood so stiff and stanch. 
No bird was preening up aloft, 

To rustle with its wing ; 
No squirrel, in its sport or fear, 

From bough to bough to spring ; 
The solid bole 
Had ne'er a hole 

To hide a living thing ! 

No scooping hollow cell to lodge 
A furtive beast or fowl, 
The martin, bat, 
Or forest cat 
That nightly loves to prowl, 
Nor ivy nook so apt to shroud 
The moping, snoring owL 

But still the sound was in my ear, 

A sad and solemn sound, 
That sometimes murmured overhead, 

And sometimes underground, — 
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T was in a shady avenue 
Where lofty elms abound. 

O hath the Dryad still a tongue 

In this ungenial clime ? 
Have sylvan spirits still a voice 

As in the classic prime, — 
To make the forest voluble, 

As in the olden time ? 

The olden time is dead and gone, 
Its years have filled their sum ; 

And e'en in Greece — her native Greece — 
The sylvan nymph is dumb ; 

From ash, and beech, and aged oak 
No classic whispers come. 

From poplar, pine, and drooping birch, 
And fragrant linden-trees ; 
No living sound 
E'er hovers round, 
Unless the vagrant breeze. 
The music of the merry bird, 
Or hum of busy bees. 
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But busy bees forsake the elm 
That bears no bloom aloft, — 

The finch was in the hawthorn-bush, 
The blackbird in the croft ; 

And among the firs the brooding dove, 
That else might murmur soft. 

Yet still I heard that solemn sound, 

And sad it was to boot. 
From ev'ry overhanging bough, 

And each minuter shoot ; 
From rugged trunk and mossy rind, 

And from the twisted root. 

From these, a melancholy moan ; 

From those, a dreary sigh ; 
As if the boughs were wintry bare. 

And wild winds sweeping by, — 
Whereas the smallest fleecy cloud 

Was steadfast in the sky. 

No sign or touch of stirring air 
Could either sense observe, — 

The zephyr had not breath enough 
The thistle-down to swerve. 
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Or force the filmy gossamers 
To take another curve. 

In still and silent slumber hushed 

All Nature seemed to be ; 
From heaven above, or earth beneath, 

No whisper came to me, — 
Except the solemn sound and sad 

From that Mysterious Tree ! 

A hollow, hollow, hollow sound, 

As is that dreamy roar 
When distant billows boil and bound 
. Along a shingly shore, — 
But the ocean brim was far aloof, 
A hundred miles or more. 

No murmur of the gusty sea, 

No tumult of the beach. 
However they may foam and fret, 

The bounded sense could reach, — 
Methought the trees in mystic tongue 

Were talking each to each ! 

Mayhap, rehearsing ancient tales 
Of green- wood love or guilt. 
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Of whispered vows 
Beneath their boughs ; 

Or blood obscurely spilt ; 
Or of that near-hand mansion-house 

A royal Tudor built. 

Perchance, of booty won or shared 
Beneath the starry cope, — 

Or where the suicidal wretch 
Hung up the fatal rope ; 

Or Beauty kept an evil tryste, 
Insnared by Love and Hope. 

Of graves, perchance, untimely scooped 

At midnight dark and dank, — 
And what is underneath the sod 
Whereon the grass is rank, — 
Of old intrigues. 
And privy leffgues. 
Tradition leaves in blank. 

Of traitor lips that muttered plots, — 
Of kin who fought and fell, — 

God knows the undiscovered schemes, 
The arts and acts of hell. 
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Performed long generations since, 
If trees had tongues to tell 1 



With wary eyes, and ears alert, 

As one who walks afraid, 
I wandered down the dappled path 

Of mingled light and shade ; 
How sweetly gleamed that arch of blue 

Beyond the green arcade ! 

How cheerly shone the glimpse of heaven 

Beyond that verdant aisle I 
All overarched with lofty elms, 
That quenched the light, the while, 
As dim and chill 
As serves to fill 
Some old cathedral pile ! 

And many a gnarl6d trunk was there. 

That ages long had stood, 
Till Time had wrought them into shapes 

Like Pan's fantastic brood ; 
Or still more foul and hideous forms 

That pagans carve in wood 1 

Digitized by t^OOgle 



32 FAVORITE POEMS. 

A crouching satyr lurking hiere, 

And there a goblin grim, 
As staring full of demon lile 

As Gothic sculptor's whim, — 
A marvel it had scarcely been 

To hear a voice from him ! 

Some whisper from that horrid mouth 
Of strange, unearthly tone ; 

Or wild infernal laugh, to chill 
One's marrow in the bone. 

But no — it grins like rigid Death, 
And silent as a stone 1 

As silent as its fellows be. 

For all is mute with them, — 

The branch that climbs the leafy roof. 

The rough and mossy stem, 

The crooked root. 

And tender shoot, 

Where hangs the dewy gem. 

One mystic tree alone there is, 
Of sad and solemn sound. 
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That sometimes murmurs overhead, 
And sometimes underground — 

In all that shady Avenue, 
Where lofty elms abound. 

PART II. 

The scene is changed I No green arcade, 

No trees all ranged a-row. 
But scattered like a beaten host, 

Dispersing to and fro ; 
With here and there a sylvan corse. 

That fell before the foe. 

The foe that down in yonder dell 

Pursues his daily toil ; 
As witness many a prostrate trunk, 

Bereft of leafy spoil, 
Hard by its wooden stump, whereon 

The adder loves to coiL 

Alone he works, — his ringing blows 
Have banished bird and beast ; 

The hind and fawn have cantered oflf 
A hundred yards at least ; 
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And on the maple's lofty top 
The linnet's song has ceased. . 

No eye his labor overlooks, 
Or when he takes his rest ; 

Except the timid thrush that peeps 
Above her secret nest, 

Forbid by love to leave the young 
Beneath her speckled breast. 

The woodman's heart is in his work, 

His axe is sharp and good : 

"With sturdy arm and steady aim 

He smites the gaping wood ; 

From distant rocks 

His lusty knocks 

Re-echo many a rood. 

His axe is keen, his arm is strong ; 

The muscles serve him well ; 
His years have reached an extra span, 

The number none can tell ; 
But still his lifelong task has been 

The timber tree to fell. 
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Through etuiimer's parching saltiinesSy 
And winter's freezing cold, 
From sapling youth 
To virile growth, 
And age's rigid mould, 
His energetic axe hath rung 
Within that forest old. 

Aloft, upon his poising steel 

The vivid sunbeams glance ; 
About his head and round his feet 

The forest shadows dance ; 
And bounding from his russet coat 

The acorn drops askance. 

His face is like a Druid's face, 
With wrinkles iiirrowed deep, 

And tanned by scorching suns as brown 
As corn that 's ripe to reap ; 

But the hair on brow, and cheek, and chin, 
Is white as wool of sheep. 

His frame is like a giant's frame ; 

His legs are long and stark ; 
His arras like limbs of knotted yew ; 
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His hands like rugged bark j 
So he felleth still 
With right good will, 

As if to build an ark 1 



O, well within his fatal path 

The fearful tree might quake, 
Through every fibre, twig, and leaf, 
With aspen tremor shake ; 
Through trunk and root, 
And branch and shoot, 
A low complaining make I 

O, well to him the tree might breathe 

A sad and solemn sound, 
A sigh that murmured overhead. 

And groans from underground ; 
As in that shady avenue 

Where lofty elms abound ! 

But calm and mute the maple stands 

The plane, the ash, the fir. 
The elm, the beech, the drooping birch, 

Without the least demur > 
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And e'en the aspen's hoary leaf 
Makes no unusual stir. 

The pines, those old gigantic pines, 

That writhe — recalling soon 
The famous human group that writhes 

With snakes in wild festoon — 
In ramous wrestlings interlaced 

A forest Laocoon, — 

Like Titans of primeval girth 

By tortures overcome, 
Their hrown, enormous limbs they twine 

Bedewed with tears of gum, — 
Fierce agonies that ought to yell, 

But, like the marble, dumb. 

Nay, yonder blasted elm that stands 

So like a man of sin, 
"Who, frantic, flings his arms abroad 

To feel the worm within, — 
For all that gesture, so intense, 

It makes no sort of din ! 

An universal silence reigns 
In rugged bark or peel, ^,^ „^„^Google 
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Except that very trunk which rings 

Beneath the biting steel ; 
Meanwhile the woodman plies his axe 

With unrelenting zeal ! 

No rustic song is on his tongue, 

No whistle on his lips ; 
But with a quiet thoughtfulness 

His trusty tool he grips, 
And, stroke on stroke, keeps hacking out 

The bright and flying chips. 

Stroke after stroke, with frequent dint 

He spreads the fatal gash ; 
Till, io ! the remnant fibres rend, 

With harsh and sudden crash, 
And on the dull resounding turf 

The jarring branches lash ! 

O, now the forest trees may sigh, 

The ash, the poplar tall, 
The elm, the beech, the drooping birch, 
The aspens, — one and all, 
With solemn groan 
And hollow moan 
Lament a comrade's fall ! 
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A goodly elm, of noble girth, 
That, thrice the human span — 

While on their variegated course 
The constant seasons ran — 

Through gale, and hail, and fiery bolt, 
Had stood erect as man. 

But now, like mortal man himself. 
Struck down by hand of God, 

Or heathen idol tumbled prone 
Beneath the Eternal's nod. 

In all its giant bulk and length 
It lies along the sod ! 

Ay, now the forest trees may grieve 

And make a common moan 
Around that patriarchal trunk 

So newly overthrown ; 
And with a murmur recognize 

A doom to be their own ! 

The echo sleeps : the idle axe, 

A disregarded tool, 
Lies crushing with its passive weight 
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The toad's reputed stool ; 
The woodman wipes his dewy brow 
Within the shadows cool. 



No zephyr stirs : the ear may catch 
The smallest insect-hum ; 

But on the disappointed sense 
No mystic whispers come ; 

No tone of sylvan sympatliy, — 
The forest trees are dumb. 



No leafy noise, nor inward voice, 

No sad and solemn sound, 
That sometimes murmurs overhead, 

And sometimes underground ; 
As in that shady avenue. 

Where lofty elms abound ! 

PART III. 

The deed is done: the tree is low. 
That stood so long and firm ; 

The woodman and his axe are gone, 
His toil has found its term; 
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And where he wrought, the speckled thrush 
Securely hunts the worm. 

The cony from the sandy bank 

Has run a rapid race, 
Through thistle, bent, and tangled fem, 

To seek the open space ; 
And on its haunches sits erect 

To clean its furry face. 

The dappled fawn is close at hand, 

The hind is browsing near, — 
AnCL on the larch's lowest bough 
The ousel whistles clear ; 
But checks the note 
Within its throat, 
As choked with sudden fear ! 

With sudden fear her wormy quest 

The thrush abruptly quits, — 
Through thistle, bent, and tangled fem 

The startled cony flits ; 
And on the larch's lowest bough 

No more the ousel sits. 
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With sudden fear 
The dappled deer 
Effect a swift escape ; 
But well might bolder creatures start, 

And fly, or stand agape, 
With rising hair and curdled blood. 
To see so grim a shape ! 

The very sky turns pale above ; 

The earth grows dark beneath ; 
The human terror thrills with cold. 

And draws a shorter breath ; 
An universal panic owns 

The dread approach of Death I 

With silent pace, as shadows come, 

And dark as shadows be, 
The grisly phantom takes his stand 

Beside the fallen tree, 
And scans it with his gloomy eyes, . 

And laughs, with horrid glee, 

A dreary laugh and desolate, 

Where mirth is void and null, 
As hollow as its echo sounds 
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Within the hollow skull : 

" Whoever laid this tree along, 

His hatchet was not dull ! 

" The human arm and human tool 

Have done their duty well ! 
But after sound of ringing axe 
Must sound the ringing knell ; 
When elm or oak 
Have felt the stroke, 
My turn it is to fell ! 

" No passive, unregarded tree, 

A senseless thing of wood, 
Wherein the sluggish sap ascends 

To swell the venial bud. 
But conscious, moving, breathing trunks 

That throb with living blood ! 

" No forest monarch yearly clad 

In mantle green or brown ; 
That Tinrecorded lives, and falls 

By hand of rustic clown, — 
But kings who don the purple robe, 

And wear the jewelled cro¥ 
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" Ah I little recks the royal mind, 

Within his banquet-hall, 
While tapers shine and music breathes 

And Beauty leads the ball, — 
He little recks the oaken plank 

Shall be his palace wall ! 

" Ah, little dreams the haughty peer, 

The while his falcon flies 
Or on the blood-bedabbled turf 

The antlered quarry dies, 
That in his own ancestral pai'k 

The narrow dwelling lies. 

" But haughty peer and mighty king 
One doom shall overwhelm ! 
The oaken cell 
Shall lodge him well 
Whose sceptre ruled a realm ; 
While he who never knew a home 
Shall find it in the elm ! 

" The tattered, lean, dejected wretch, 

Who begs from door to door, 
And dies within the cressy ditch. 
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Or on the barren moor, — 
The friendly elm shall lodge and clothe 
That houseless man and poor ! 

" Yea, this recumbent rugged trunk, 
That lies so long and prone, 

With many a fallen acorn-cup, 
And mast and firry cone, — 

This rugged trunk shall hold its share 
Of mortal flesh and bone ! 

" A miser hoarding heaps of gold, 

But pale with ague-fears — 
A wife lamenting love's decay 

With secret cruel tears, 
Distilling bitter, bitter drops 

From sweets of former years, — 

" A man within whose gloomy mind 

Offence had darkly sunk. 
Who out of fierce revenge's cup 

Hath madly, darkly drunk, — 
Grief, avarice, and hate shall sleep 

Within this very trunk ! 
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" This massy trunk that lies along, 

And many more must fall — 

For the very knave 

Who digs the grave, 

The man who spreads the pall, 

And he who tolls the funeral bell, — 

The elm shall have them all ! 

" The tall abounding elm that grows 
In hedge-rows up and down ; 

In field and forest, copse and park. 
And in the peopled town, 

With colonies of noisy rooks 
That nestle on its crown. 

" And well the abounding elm may grow 

In field and hedge so rife. 
In forest, copse, and wooded park, 

And mid the city's strife. 
For, every hour that passes by 

Shall end a human life I " 

The phantom ends : the shade is gone ; 

The sky is clear and bright ; 
On turf, and moss, and fallen tree 
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There glows a ruddy light ; 
And bounding through the golden fern 
The rabbit comes to bite. 



The thrush's mate beside her sits 

And pipes a merry lay ; 
The dove is in the evergreens ; 

And on the larch's spray 
The fly-bird flutters up and down 

To catch its tiny prey. 

The gentle hind and dappled fawn 

Are coming up the glade ; 
Each harmless furred and feathered tiling 

Is glad, and not afraid, — 
But on my saddened spirit still 

The shadow leaves a shade. 

A secret, vague, prophetic gloom, 

As though by certain mark 
I knew the fore-appointed tree, 

Within whose rugged bark 
This warm and living frame shall find 

Its narrow house and dark. 
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That mystic tree which breathes to me 

A sad and solemn sound, 
That sometimes murmured overhead, 

And sometimes underground ; 
Within that shady avenue 

Where lofty elms abound. 



THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

A ROMANCE. 

*• A jolly place," said he, *' in times of ol^, 
But something ails it now : the place is curst*' 

Hart-Leap WeUf by Wordsworth. 



PART L 

^OME dreams we have are nothing else 
but dreams, 



^ Unnatural and full of contradictions ; 
Yet others of our most romantic schemes 
Are something more than fictions. 

It might be only on enchanted ground ; 

It might be merely by a thought's expansion ; 
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But in the spirit, or the flesh, I found 
An old deserted mansion. 

A residence for woman, child, and man, 
A dwelling-place, — and yet no habitation ; 
A house, — but under some prodigious ban 
Of excommunication. 

Unhinged the iron gates half open hung. 
Jarred by the gusty gales of many winters. 
That from its crumbled pedestal had flung 
One marble globe in splinters. 

No dog was at the threshold, great or small ; 
No pigeon on the roof — no household crea- 
ture — 
No cat demurely dozing on the wall, — 
Not one domestic feature. 

No human figure stirred, to go or come, 

No face looked forth from shut or open case- 
ment ; 

No chimney smoked — there was no sign of 
home 

From parapet to basement, 
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With shattered panes the grassy court was 

starred ; 
The tiine-wom coping-stone had tumbled 

after ; 
And through the ragged roof the sky shone, 

barred 
With naked beam and rafter. 

O'er all there hung a shadow and a fear ; 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted ! 

The flower grew wild and rankly as the weed, 
Roses with thistles struggled for espial. 
And vagrant plants of parasitic breed 
Had ovei^own the dial. 

But gay or gloomy, steadfast or infirm. 
No heart was there to heed the hour's dura- 
tion ; 
All times and tides were lost in one long term 
Of stagnant desolation. 

The wren had built within the porch, she 
found 
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Its quiet lon^wsra&anie and thoroiigli ; 
And on the lawn —within its turfy Bmrnd^ 
The rabbit made Ms burrow. 

The rabbit wild and gray, that flitted through 
The shrubby clumps, and frisked, and sat, 

and vanished. 
But leisurely and bold, as if he knew 
His enemy was banished. 

The wary crow, the pheasant from the woods 
Lulled by the still and everlasting sameness, 
Close to tbe mansion, like domestic broods, 
Fed with a " shocking tameness." 

The coot was swimming in the reedy pond, 
Beiiide the water-hen, so soon aflrighted ; 
And in the weedy moat the heron, fond 
Of solitude, alighted. 

The moping heron, motionless and stiff. 
That on a stone, as silently and stilly. 
Stood, an apparent sentinel, as if 
To guard the water-lily. 

No sound was heard, except, from far away, 
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The ringing of the whitwall's shrilly laughter, 
Or, now and then, the chatter of the jay, 
That echo murmured after. 

But echo never mocked the human tongue ; 
Some weighty crime, that Heaven could not 

pardon, 
A secret curse on that old building hung, 
And its deserted garden. 

The beds were all untouched by hand or tool ; 
No footstep marked the damp and mossy 

gravel, 
Each walk as green as is the mantled pool. 
For want of human travel. 

The vine unpruned, and the neglected peach. 
Drooped from the wall with which they used 

to grapple ; 
And on the cankered tree, in easy reach. 
Rotted the golden apple. 

But awfully the truant shunned the ground, 
The vagrant kept aloof, and daring poacher, 
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In spite of gaps that througli the fences round 
Invited the encroacher. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said as plain as whisper in the ear. 
The place is haunted ! 

The pear and quince lay squandered on the 

grass : 
The mould was purple with unheeded showers 
Of bloomy plums, — a wilderness it was 
Of fruits and weeds and flowers ! 

The marigold amidst the nettles blew, 

The gourd embraced the rose-bush in its 

ramble. 
The thistle and the stock together grew, 
The hollyhock and bramble. 

The bear-bine with the lilac interlaced. 
The sturdy burdock choked its slender neigh- 
bor, 
The spicy pink. All tokens were effaced 
Of human care and labor. 
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The very yew formality had trained 
To such a rigid pyramidal stature, 
For want of trinaming had almost regained 
The raggedness c^ nature. 

The fountain was a-dry, — neglect and time 
Had marred the work of artisan and mason, 
And efts and croaking frogs, begot of slime, 
"Sprawled in the ruined basin. 

The statue, fallen from its marble base. 
Amidst the refuse leaves, and herbage rotten 
Lay like the idol of some bygone race, 
Its name and rites foi^otten. 

On every side the aspect was the same, 
All ruined, desolate, forlorn, and savage : 
No hand or foot within the precinct came 
To rectify or ravage. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted I 
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PART II. 

O, VERY gloomy is the house of woe, 
Where tears are falling while the bell is knell- 

With all the dark solemnities which show 
That death is in the dwelling I 

O very, very dreary is the room 
Where love, domestic love, no longer nestles, 
But, smitten by the common stroke of doom, 
The corpse lies on the trestles I 

But house of woe, and hearse, and sable pall. 
The narrow home of the departed mortal. 
Ne'er looked so gloomy as that ghostly hall, 
With its deserted portal 1 

The centipede along the threshold crept. 
The cobweb hung across in mazy tangle. 
And in its winding-sheet the maggot slept, 
At every nook and angle. 

The keyhole lodged the earwig and her brood. 
The emmets of the steps had old possession. 
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And marched in search of their diurnal food 
In undisturbed procession. 

As undisturbed as the prehensile cell 
Of moth or maggot, or the spider's tissue ; 
For never foot upon that threshold fell, 
To enter or to issue. 

O'er all there hung the shadow of a fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place isliaunted. 

Howbeit, the door I pushed, — or so I 

dreamed, — 
Which slowly, slowly gaped, — the hinges 

creaking 
With such a rusty eloquence, it seemed 
That Time himself was speaking. 

But Time was dumb within that mansion old, 
Or left his tale to the heraldic banners 
That hung from the corroded walls, and told 
Of former men and manners. 
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Those tattered flags, that with the opened 

door 
Seemed the old wave of battle to remember, 
While fallen fragments danced upon the floor 
Like dead leaves in December. 

The startled bats flew.out, — bird after bird, — 
The screech-owl overhead began to flutter. 
And seemed to mock the cry that she had 

heard 
Some dying victim utter ! 

A shriek that echoed from the joisted roof, 
And up the stair, and further still and further, 
Till in some ringing chamber far aloof 
It ceased its tale of murther ! 

Meanwhile the rusty armor rattled round. 
The banner shuddered, and the ragged 

streamer, — 
All things the horrid tenor of the sound 
Acknowledged with a tremor. 

The antlers, where the helmet hung, and belt, 
Stirred as the tempest stirs the forest branches, 
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Or as the stag had trembled when he felt 
The bloodhound at his haunches. 

The window jingled in its crumbled frame, 
And through its many gaps of destitution 
Dolorous moans and hollow sighings came, 
Like those of dissolution. 

The wood-louse dropped, and rolled into a 

ball, 
Touched by some impulse occult or mechanic; 
And nameless beetles ran along the wall 
In universal panic 

The subtle spider, that from overhead 
Hung like a spy on human guilt and error. 
Suddenly turned, and up its slender thread 
Ban with a nimble terror. 

The very stains and fractures on the wall 
Assuming features solemn and terrific. 
Hinted some tragedy of that old hall, 
Locked up in hieroglyphic 

Some tale that might, perchance, have solved 
the doubt, 
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Wherefore amongst those flags so dull and 

livid, 
The banner of the Bloody Hand shone out, 
So ominously vivid. 

Some key to that inscrutable appeal, 
Which made the very frame of Nature quiver ; 
And every thrilling nerve and fibre feel 
So ague-like a shiver. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted ! 

If but a rat had lingered in the house, 
To lure the thought into a social channel I 
But not a rat remained, or tiny mouse, 
To squeak behind the panel. 

Huge drops rolled down the walls, as if they 

wept ; 
And where the cricket used to chirp so shrilly. 
The toad was squatting, and the lizard crept 
On that damp hearth and chilly. 
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For years no cheerful blaze had sparkled there, 
Or glanced on coat of buff or knightly metal ; 
The slug was crawling on the vacant chair, — 
The snail upon the settle. 

The floor was redolent of mould and must, 
The fungus in the rotten seams had quick- 
ened ; 
While on the oaken table coats of dust 
Perennially had thickened. 

No mark of leathern jack or metal can, 
No cup — no horn — no hospitable token, — 
All social ties between that board and man 
Had long ago been broken. 

There was so foul a rumor in the air. 
The shadow of a Presence so atrocious ; 
No human creature could have feasted there, 
Even the most ferocious. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted ! 
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PART III. 

'T IS hard for human actions to account, 
Whether from reason or from impulse only, — 
But some internal prompting bade me mount 
The gloomy stairs and lonely. 

Those gloomy stairs, so dark, and damp, and 

cold, 
With odors as from bones and relics carnal, 
Deprived of rite, and consecrated mould, 
The chapel vault, or charnel. 

Those dreary stairs, where with the sounding 

stress 
Of every step so many echoes blended. 
The mind, with dark misgivings, feared to 

guess 
How many feet ascended. 

The tempest with its spoils had drifted in. 
Till each unwholesome stone was darkly 

spotted, 
As thickly as the leopard's dappled skin, 
With leaves that rankly rotted. 
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The air was thick, and in the upper gloom 
The bat — or something in its shape — was 

winging ; 
And on the wall, as chilly as a tomb 
The death's-head moth was clinging. 

That mystic moth, which, with a sense pro- 
found 
Of all unholy presence, augurs truly ; 
And with a grim significance flits round 
The taper burning bluely. 

Such omens in the place there seemed to be 
At every crooked turn, or on the landing, 
The straining eyeball was prepared to see 
Some apparition standing. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted I 

Yet no portentous shape the sight amazed ; 
Each object plain, and tangible, and valid ; 
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But from their tamislied frames dark figured 

gazed, 
And faces spectre-pallidr 

Not merely with the mimic life that lies 
Within the compass of arf s simulation ; 
Their souls were looking through their painted 

eyes 
With awful speculation. 

On every lip a speechless horror dwelt ; 
On every brow the burden of affliction ; 
The old ancestral spirits knew and felt 
The house's malediction. 

Such earnest woe their features overcast, 
They might have stirred, or sighed, or wept, 

or spoken ; 
But, save the hollow moaning of the blast, 
The stillness was unbroken. 

No other sound or stir of life was there, 

Except my steps in solitary clamber, 

From flight to flight, from humid stair to 

stair. 
From chamber into chamber. 
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Deserted rooms of luxury and state, 
That old magnificence had richly furnished 
With pictures, cabinets of ancient date, 
And carvings gilt and burnished. 

Rich hangings, storied by the needle's art. 
With scripture history or classic fable ; 
But all had faded, save one ragged part. 
Where Cain was slaying Abel. 

The silent waste of mildew and the moth 
Had maiTed the tissue with a partial ravage ; 
But undecaying frowned upon the cloth 
Each feature stem and savage. 

The sky was pale ; the cloud a thing of doubt, 
Some hues were fresh, and some decayed and 

duller ; 
But still the Bloody Hand shone strangely 

out 
With vehemence of color ! 

The Bloody Hand, that with a lurid stain 
Shone on the dusty floor, a dismal token, - 
Projected from the casement's painted pane, 
Where all beside was broken. 
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The Bloody Hand, significant of crime, 
That, glaring on the old heraldic banner, 
Had kept its crimson unimpaired by time 
In such a wondrous manner ! 

O'er all there hung the shadow of a fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted. 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haimted ! 

The death-watch ticked behind the panelled 

oak, 
Inexplicable tremors shook the arras, 
And echoes strange and mystical awoke. 
The fancy to embarrass. 

Prophetic hints that filled the soul with dread, 
But through one gloomy entrance pointing 

mostly. 
The while some secret inspiration said, 
That chamber is the ghostly I 

Across the door no gossamer festoon 
Swung pendulous — no web — no dusty 
fringes. 
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No silky chrysalis or white cocoon 
About its nooks and hinges. 

The spider shunned the interdicted room, 

The moth, the beetle, and the fly were ban- 
ished, 

And where the sunbeam fell athwart the 
gloom 

The very midge had vanished. 

One lonely ray that glanced upon a bed, 
As if with awful aim direct and certain. 
To show the Bloody Hand, in burning red 
Embroidered on the curtain. 

And yet no gory stain was on the quilt, — 
The pillow in its place had slowly rotted ; 
The floor alone retained the trace of guilt, 
Those boards obscurely spotted. 

Obscurely spotted to the door, and thence 
With mazy doubles to the grated casement, — 
O what a tale they told of fear intense, 
Of horror and amazement ! 
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Wkat hnmau creature in the dead of night 

Had cotirsed like hunted hare that cruel dis- 
tance? 

Had sought the door, the window, in his 
flight, 

Striving for dear existence ? 

What shrieking spirit in that bloody room 
Its mortal frame had violently quitted 1 — 
Across the sunbeam, with a sudden gloom, 
A ghostly shadow flitted. 

Across the sunbeam, and along the wall. 
But painted on the air so very dimly. 
It hardly veiled the tapestry at all. 
Or portrait frowning grimly. 

O'er all there hung the shadow of a fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted ! 
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THE BBIDGE OF SIGHS. 

" Drowned ! drowned ! " — Hamlet 



NE more unfortunate, 
Weary of breath, 
Rashly importunate, 
Grone to her death ! 

Take her up tenderly, 
Lift her with care ; 
Fashioned so slenderly. 
Young, and so fair ! 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements ; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 
Take her up instantly. 
Loving, not loathing. — 

Touch her not scornfully ; 
Think of her mournfully, 
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Gently and humanly, 
Not of the stains of her ; 
All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 

Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutiful ; 
Past all dishonor, 
Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 

Still, for all slips of hers, 
One of Eve's family, — 
Wipe those poor lips of hers, 
Oozing so clammily. 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb, — 
Her fair auburn tresses ; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home ? 

Who was her father ? 
Who was her mother 1 
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Had she a sister ? 
Had she a brother ? 
Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other ? 

Alas ! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun ! 
O, it was pitiful 1 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly 
Feelings had changed, — 
Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its eminence : 
Even God's providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the river, 
With many a light 
From window and casement. 
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From garret to basement, 
She stood, with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 
Make her tremble and shiver ; 
But not the dark arch. 
Or the black flowing river ; 
Mad from life's history, 
Glad to death's mystery, 
Swift to be hurled — 
Anywhere, anywhere 
Out of the world ! 

In she plunged boldly, — 
No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, — 
Over the brink of it. 
Picture it, — think of it, 
Dissolute Man I 
Lave in it, drink of it, 
Then, if you can ! 

Take her up tenderly, 
Lift her with care I 

Digitized by Google 



74 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Fashioned so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair ! 



Ere her limbs, frigidly. 
Stiffen too rigidly. 
Decently, kindly. 
Smooth and compose theta ; 
And her eyes, close them. 
Staring so blindly ! 

Dreadfully staring 
Through muddy impurity. 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fixed on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 
Spurred by contumely, 
Cold inhumanity. 
Burning insanity, 
Into her rest. — 
Cross her hands humbly, 
As if praying dumbly. 
Over her breast ! 
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Owning her weakness, 
Her evil behavior, 
And leaving, with meekness, 
Her sins to her Saviour ! 



PART II. 

Wbaby with tityuhl^ 
That death must deliver, 
Once more life bubbles 
Away in the river. 

* * * 

The moon in the river shone, 
And the stars some six or seven, — 
Poor child of sin, to throw it therem 
Seemed sending it to heaven. 

* * « 

Cover her, cover her. 
Throw the earth over her, — 
Victim of murder inhumanly done ; 
With gravel and sod, 
Hide, hide her from God 
And the light of the sun ! 
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THE SONG OF THE SHIRT. 



ITH fingers weary and worn, 
With eyelids heavy and red, 
A woman sat, in unwomanly rags, 
Plying her needle and thread, — 

Stitch I stitch ! stitch ! 
In poverty, hunger, and dirt ; 

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch 
She sang the " Song of the Shirt !" 

" Work ! work ! work ! 
While the cock is crowing aloof 1 

And work — work — work. 
Till the stars shine through the roof 1 
It 's 0, to be a slave 

Along with the barbarous Turk, 
Where woman has never a soul to save, 

If this is Christian work ! 



" Work — work — work ! 
Till the brain begins to swim 
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Work — work — work 
Till the eyes are heavy and dim ! 
Seam, and gusset, and band, 

Band, and gusset, and seam, — 
Till over the buttons I fall asleep, 

And sew them on in a dream ! 



" men with sisters dear ! 

men with mothers and wives ! 
It is not linen you 're wearing out, 

But human creatures' lives ! 
Stitch — stitch — stitch, 

In poverty, hunger, and dirt, — 
Sewing at once, with a double thread, 

A shroud as well as a shirt. 

" But why do I talk of death ? 

That phantom of grisly bone, 
I hardly fear his terrible shape. 

It seems so like my own, — 

It seems so like my own. 

Because of the fasts I keep ; 
O God ! that bread should be so dear, 

And flesh and blood so cheap ! 
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" Work — work — work ! 

My labor never flags ; 
And what are its wages 1 A bed of straw, 

A crust of bread — and rags, 
That shattered roof — and this naked floor — 

A table — a broken chair — 
And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank 

For sometimes falling there ! 

" Work — work — work ! 
From weary chime to chime. 

Work — work — work 
As prisoners work for crime ! 

Band, and gusset, and seam, 

Seam, and gusset, and band. 
Till the heart is sick and the brain be- 
numbed, 

As well as the weary hand. 

" Work — work — work 1 
In the dull December light ! 

And work — work — work, 
When the weather is warm and bright — 
Whije underneath the eaves 

The brooding swallows cling. 
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As if to show me their sunny backs, 
And twit me with the spring. 

" 0, but to breathe the breath 

Of the cowslip and primrose sweet, — 

With the sky above my head, 
And the grass beneath my feet ! 
For only one short hour 

To feel as I used to feel, 
Before I knew the woes of want 

And the walk that costs a meal I 

" 0, but for one short hour, — 

A respite, however brief ! 
No blessed leisure for love or hope, 

But only time for grief ! 
A little weeping would ease my heart ; 

But in their briny bed 
My tears must stop, for every drop 

Hinders needle and thread I " 

With fingers weary and worn, 

With eyelids heavy and red, 
A woman sat, in unwomanly rags. 

Plying her needle and thread, — 
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Stitch! stitch! stitch! 
In poverty, hunger, and dirt, 
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch, — 
Would that its tone could reach the rich ! — 
She sang this " Song of the Shirt I '* 

The following verse appears in the original MS. of the 
*' Song of the Shirt" 

Seam, and gusset, and band. 
Band, and gusset, and seam, 
Work — work — work, 
Like the engine that works by steam 1 
A mere machine of iron and wood, 

That toils for Mammon's sake. 
Without a brain to ponder and craze, 

Or a heart to feel — and break ! 



THE LAY OF THE LABOBEB. 

SPADE ! a rake ! a hoe ! 
I A pickaxe, or a bill ! 
A hook to reap, or a scythe to mow, 
A flail, or what ye will, — 
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And here 's a ready hand 

To ply the needful tool, 
'And skilled enough, by lessons rough, 

In Labor^s rugged schooL 



To hedge, or dig the ditch, 

To lop or fell the tree, 
To lay the swath on the sultry field. 

Or plough the stubborn lea ; 
The harvest stack to bind. 

The wheaten rick to thatch. 
And never fear in my pouch to find 

The tinder or the match. 



To a flaming barn or farm 

My fancies never roam ; 
The fire I yearn to kindle and bum 

Is on the hearth of Home ; 
Where children huddle and crouch 

Through dark long winter days, 
Where starving children huddle and crouch, 

To see the cheerful rays, 
A -glowing on the haggard cheek, 

And not in the haggard;s bja^i^ 
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To Him who sends a drought 

To parch the fields forlorn. 
The rain to flood the meadows with mud, 

The blight to blast the com, 
To Him I leave to guide 

The bolt in its crooked path, 
To strike the miser's rick, and show 

The skies blood-red with wrath. 

A spade ! a rake ! a hoe ! 

A pickaxe, or a bill ! 
A hook to reap, or a scythe to mow, 

A flail, or what ye will, — 
The com to thrash, or the hedge to plash, 

The market-team to drive, 
Or mend the fence by the cover side. 

And leave the game alive. 

Ay, only give me work. 

And then you need not fear 
That I shall snare his worship's hare, 

Or kill his grace's deer ; 
Break into his lordship's house. 

To steal the plate so rich ; 
Or leave the yeoman that had a purse 

To welter in a ditch. . ooair> 
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Wherever Nature needs, 

Wherever Labor calls, 
No job 1 11 shirk of the hardest work, 

To shun the workhouse walls ; 
Where savage laws begrudge 

The pauper babe its breath, 
And doom a wife to a widow's life, 

Before her partner's death. 

My only claim is this. 

With labor stiff and stark. 
By lawful turn my living to earn. 

Between the light and dark ; 
My daily bread, and nightly bed. 

My bacon, and drop of beer, — 
But all from the hand that holds the land, 

And none from the overseer I 

No parish money, or loaf. 

No pauper badges for me, 
A son of the soil, by right of toil 

Entitled to my fee. 
No alms I ask, give me my task :' 

Here are the arm, the leg. 
The strength, the sinews of a man, 

To work, and not to beg. 
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Still one of Adam's heirs, 

Though doomed by chance of birth 
To dress so mean, and to eat the lean, 

Instead of the fat of the earth ; 
To make such humble meals 

As honest labor can, 
A bone and a crust, with a grace to Grod, 

And little thanks to man ! 

A spade I a rake ! a hoe ! 

A pickaxe, or a bill 1 
A hook to reap, or a scythe to mow, 

A flail, or what ye will, — 
Whatever the tool to ply, 

Here is a willing drudge, 
With muscle and limb, and woe to him 

Who does their pay begrudge 1 

Who every weekly score 

Docks labor's little mite. 
Bestows on the poor at the temple door, 

But robbed them over night. 
The very shilling he hoped to save, 

As health and morals fail, 
Shall visit me in the New Bastile, 

The Spital, or the Gaol I 
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THE LADT'S DBEAM. 

f|HE lady lay in her bed, 

Her couch so warm and soft, 
But her sleep was restless and broken 
still ; 
For turning often and oft 
From side to side, she muttered and moaned, 
And tossed her arms aloft. 

At last she started up, 

And gazed on the vacant air. 
With a look of awe, as if she saw 

Some dreadful phantom there, — 
And then in the pillow she buried her face 

From visions ill to bear. 

The very curtain shook. 

Her terror was so extreme ; 
And the light that fell on the broidered quilt 

Kept a tremulous gleam ; 
And her voice was hollow, and shook as she 

cried: 
" O me ! that awful dream ! ^ t 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



88 FAVORITE POEMS. 

** That weary, weary walk, 

In the churchyard's dismal ground ! 
And those horrible things, with shady wings, 

That came and flitted round, — 
Death, death, and nothing but death. 

In every sight and sound ! 

"And 0, those maidens young. 

Who vrrought in that dreary room, 
With figures drooping and spectres thin, 

And cheeks without a bloom ; — 
And the voice that cried, * For the pomp of 
pride, 
We haste to an early tomb ! 

"* For the pomp and pleasure of pride. 

We toil like Afric slaves, 
And only to earn a home at last. 

Where yonder cypress waves ' ; — 
And then they pointed — I never saw 

A ground so full of graves ! 

"And still the coffins came, 

With their sorrowful trains and slow ; 
Coffin after coffin still, 
A sad aod sickening show ; 
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From grief exempt, I never had dreamt 
Of such a world of woe ! 

"Of the hearts that daily break, 

Of the tears that hourly fall, 
Of the many, many troubles of life, 

That grieve this earthly ball, — 
Disease, and hunger, and pain, and want, 

But now I dreamt of them all ! 

" For the blind and the cripple were there, 
And the babe that pined for bread. 

And the houseless man, and the widow poor 
Who begged, — to bury the dead ; 

The naked, alas, that I might have clad. 
The famished I might have fed I 

" The sorrow I might have soothed, 

And the unregarded tears ; 
For many a thronging shape was there, 

From long forgotten years, 
Ay, even the poor rejected Moor, 

Who raised my childish fears ! 

" Each pleading look, that long ago 
I scanned with a heedless eye, 
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Each face was gazing as plainly there 

As when I passed it by ; 
Woe, woe for me if the past should be 

Thus present when I die ! 

" No need of sulphureous lake, 

No need of fiery coal, 
But only that crowd of humankind 

Who wanted pity and dole — 
In everlasting retrospect — 

Will wring my sinful soul I 

" Alas ! I have walked through life 

Too heedless where I trod ; 
Nay, helping to trample my fellow-worm, 

And fill the burial sod, — 
Forgetting that even the sparrow falls 

Not unmarked of God ! 

" I drank the richest draughts. 
And I ate whatever is good, — 

Fish, and flesh, and fowl, and fruit. 
Supplied my hungry mood ; 

But I never remembered the wretched ones 
That starve for want of food ! 
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" I dressed as the noble dress, 

In cloth of silver and gold, 
With silk, and satin, and costly furs, 

In many an ample fold ; 
But I never remembered the naked limbs 

That froze with winter's cold. 

" The wounds I might have healed ! 

The human sorrow and smart ! 
And yet it never was in my soul 

To play so ill a part : 
But evil is wrought by want of thought 
'As well as want of heart ! " 

She clasped her fervent hands. 
And the tears began to stream ; 

Large, and bitter, and fast they fell, 
Remorse was so extreme ; 

And yet, yet, that many a dame 
Would dream the Lady's Dream ! 
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THE DSATH-BED. 



E watched her breathing through the 

night, 
Her breathing soft and low,^ 
As in her breast the wave of life 
Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seemed to speak, 

So slowly moved about, 
As we had lent her half our powers 

To eke her living out. 

Our very hopes belied our fears, 

Our fears our hopes belied, — 
We thought her dying when she slept, 

And sleeping when she died. 

For when the mom came dim and sad. 
And chill with early showers. 

Her quiet eyelids closed, — she had 
Another mom than ours. 
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FAIR INES. 

SAW ye not fair Ines ? 
She 's gone into the West, 
To dazzle when the sun is down, 
And rob the world of rest: 
She took our daylight with her, 
The smiles that we love best, 
With morning blushes on her cheek. 
And pearls upon her breast. 

turn again, fair Ines, 
Before the fall of night, 

For fear the moon should shine alone, 

And stars unrivalled bright ; 

And blessed will the lover be 

That walks beneath their light. 

And breathes the love against thy cheek 

1 dare not even write ! 

Would I had been, fair Ines, 

That gallant cavalier. 

Who rode so gayly by thy side, 

And whispered thee so near ! — 

Were there no bonny dames at fe^ffi^oQle 
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Or no true lovers here, 

That he should cross the seas to win 

The dearest of the dear ? 

I saw thee, lovely Ines, 

Descend along the shore, 

With bands of noble gentlemen, 

And banners waved before ; 

And gentle youth and maidens gay, 

And snowy phunes they wore ; 

It would have been a beauteous dream, 

— If it had been no more I 

Alas, alas, fair Ines ! 

She went away with song, 

With music waiting on her steps. 

And shoutings of the throng ; 

But some were sad, and felt no mirth, 

But only music's wrong. 

In sounds that sang farewell, farewell, 

To her you Ve loved so long. 

Farewell, farewell, fair Ines, 

That vessel never bore 

So fair a lady on its deck, 

Nor danced so light before, -t^^^^t^ 
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Alas for pleasure on the sea, 

And sorrow on the shore 1 

The smile that blest one lover^s heart 

Has broken many more ! 




STANZAS. 

AREWELL Life I my senses swim, 
And the world is growing dim : 
Thronging shadows cloud the light, 

Like the advent of the night, — 

Colder, colder, colder still. 

Upward steals a vapor chill ; 

Strong the earthy odor grows, — 

I smell the mould above the rose ! 

Welcome Life ! the spirit strives I 
Strength returns and hope revives ; 
Cloudy fears and shapes forlorn 
Fly like shadows at the mom, — 
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O'er the earth there comes a hloom ; 
Sunny light for sullen gloom, 
Warm perfume for vapor cold, — 
I smell the rose above the mould ! 
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